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FORMAL  ADDRESS  TO  POETS  MY  OWN  AGE 

None  of  us  are  Greek  gods. 

We  endure  our  lives 

bathing  in  tepid  water  of  dreams, 

reach  high  plateaus  of  vanity 

with  a  lingering  look  down,  knowing 

the  way  up  or  down  is  the  same. 

The  streets  will  not  alter  mysteriously 

when  we  walk  them,  or  skies  twist 

into  an  aurora  borealis  announcing  our  names. 

The  Manichean  gadgets  of  good  and  evil 

have  coated  themselves  with  rust, 

exiled  from  poetry,  too  trivial  for  headlines. 

There  is  always  some  ax  murderer 

or  another  damned  Hesperus 

forever  being  wrecked  on  society’s  shore. 

We  become  immune  to  disaster. 

Today  the  new  gods  are  wealthy, 
their  sandals  imported. 

Only  the  upper-middleclass  in  America 

can  afford  to  be  celebrated  poets  playing  Orpheus 

searching  academic  haunts 

for  a  milliondollar  heiress  named  Eurydice. 

At  witching  hours  of  any  summer  evening 

we  may  witness  a  writers’  conference  of  experts, 

with  poets  like  frigid  fish 

gulping  precious  private  hunks 

of  deliciously  sophisticated,  contaminated  air. 


LESLIE  WOOLF  HEDLEY 


LOVE  DURING  AN  AIR  RAID 


We  knew  everyone  was  dying,  for  we  could  see 

smoke  burst  like  angry  angels 

and  explode  with  a  blush  of  black. 

Boulevards  buckled  beneath  us 
as  bombs  floated  through  intestinal  sewers 
making  the  city  hiccup  away  its  houses. 

We  crawled  over  a  floor  of  broken  glass 
making  love  like  two  cocktail  shakers, 
our  bodies  banging  out  last  ammunition. 

That  night  stars  sprinkled  us  with  fire 

and  we  heard  devils  rub  their  scratchy  fingers 

counting  out  the  dust  of  our  lives. 

We  awakened  with  our  skeleton  bodies  entangled, 
our  ribs  tightly  locked.  Suddenly  she  became  a  stranger, 
and  our  porcelain  bones  lay  shivering  like  teeth. 


LESLIE  WOOLF  HEDLEY 
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BALLAD  OF  THE  ADVENTURERS 
1 

Sick  from  the  sun  and  quite  consumed  by  the  rain 
A  stolen  laurel  in  his  tousled  hair 

His  youth  forgotten,  though  its  dreams  keep  recurring  again 
Forgotten  the  roof,  never  the  sky,  that  sheltered  him  there. 

2 

You  who  were  driven  from  heaven  and  hell. 

Murderers,  victims  of  much  despair 

Why  not  have  stayed  in  your  mother’s  womb,  that  cell 

Where  you  were  quiet  and  slept  and  were  somehow  there  ? 

3 

Yet  he  seeks  in  an  absinthe  ocean 
Where  even  his  mother  forgets  her  son 
Grinning,  cursing,  in  tearful  motion 
That  land  where  a  better  life  may  be  won. 

4 

Whipped  through  heaven  and  strolling  through  hell. 

Quietly  grinning,  his  face  in  a  pall 

He  dreams  at  times  of  a  small  green  dell 

With  a  piece  of  blue  sky  overhead,  and  that's  all. 

From  the  German  of  Bertolt  Brecht  (1927) 
BERNARD  FLEISCHMANN 
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MARDI  GRAS  IN  THE  VILLAGE 
(From  the  French  of  Emile  Verhaeren) 

And  everytime  the  calendar 
Brings  Ash  Wednesday 
And  Mardi  Gras 
To  Flanders  once  again, 

The  bakers  pompously  proclaim 

With  pealing  trumpets  early  in  the  morning 

That  their  white  bread,  heavy  and  thickly  covered. 

Bakes  in  their  ovens 

For  the  joy  and  the  delight 

Of  rich  and  poor  alike. 

The  dough  rises  superbly 

And  the  black  puddings  ooze  with  juice. 

And  the  wandering  aroma  of  their  bakeries. 
Floating  around 

From  hut  to  farm,  from  farm  to  manor  house, 

Enraptures  all  at  once 

Everyone’s  nostrils,  heart  and  paunch. 

Coming  in  from  the  fields  and  heath. 

The  girls  and  gossips. 

With  baskets  on  their  arms 
Already  have  arrived 
To  carry  away  hot  loaves  of  bread 
That  warm  their  hands. 

The  joyous,  shining  and  transfigured  loaves. 

The  loaves  of  bread  like  gilded  wooden  shoes. 


Festival,  day  of  good  cheer ! 

Through  windowpanes  we  watch 
Men,  women,  young  and  old. 

Cut  the  loaves  in  half 

And  suddenly  split  the  huge  black  pudding. 

Lard  and  grease  stick  to  the  table-top. 

Creamy  milk,  hot  coffee 
Fill  pots  up  to  the  brim; 

In  a  corner  the  dogs  snarl,  quarreling  among  themselves 

Over  crusts  and  skins 

Flung  to  them  aimlessly  into  large  bowls. 

CHARLES  GUENTHER 


OF  SEAS  AND  SHIPS 

We  move  together  when  the  helm  is  manned 
And  love,  time  out  of  mind,  requires  your  hand 
Upon  the  wheel.  If  I  were  more  than  mate. 

We’d  whistle  for  our  course.  No  landfall  state 
Would  interrupt  our  voyage.  We  would  starve 
For  superfluities  of  single  stars 

Released  from  constellations  to  fall  or  fly 
Across  a  willy-nilly  sea  of  sky. 

But,  since  I’m  haply  second  in  command. 

We  ll  sail  awhile  and  then  return  to  land. 

LEWIS  TURCO 
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HOLLOWS  CIRCUS 

Hollow  caught  us 
circled  in  delight 
before  we  even  thought 
to  rise  or  touch 
his  subtle  face, 
discover  how  his  circus 
walled  us  in: 
with  yellow  dogs 
all  leaping 
through  his  arms 
and  falling  clowns 
exploding  pockets 
full  of  fears 
and  jugglers 
juggling  planets 
in  their  spheres, 
when,  oh, 
the  circus  cannons 
tore  the  image 
of  our  minds 
into  the  night 
of  undiscovered  stars 
where  great  blue  horses 
danced  and  almost  dared 
us  once  to  will  them 
not  to  be  there 
for  their  prancing 
through  the  Hollow 
of  our  souls. 

RICHARD  KELLY 
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THE  ANCIENT  MEN 


The  ancient  men  go  hunched  with  darkness 

into  their  deep  homes 

and  leave  me  squinting  eyes. 

Yet  I  would  glean  their  terrors, 

loves  and  hopes; 

and  propagate  their  size. 

I  know  their  scope,  encompassing 
the  skies, 
admitted  errors; 

That  their  loves  extended  meanings 
to  the  dead 

and  opened  their  deep  eyes. 

And  now,  in  their  dark  heritage,  I  scratch 
my  way  down  twilight  halls 
and  tremble  like  a  match. 


RICHARD  KELLY 


LEXINGTON  AVENUE 

A  separate  street,-  suspend  two 
crones  darkbooted  for  the  summer  rain 
in  air,  features  hovering, 
to  drift  forever  at  the  corner 

where  the  deaf  ones  wait  a  light, 
the  children’s  faces  sealed  in  air, 
they  too  with  strangely  hovered  features,- 
closed;  The  warning  fillip 

of  traffic  light,-  suddenly 
like  waxworks  come  to  life,  they  move, 
touching  their  books,  and  for  the  rain, 
umbrellas.  Down  the  street 

a  cretin  warms  against  the  wall 
and  sings,  enamored  of  her  mirrored 
jolly  self,  this  is  the  way  we  wash 
our  clothes;  this  is  the  way  we 
wash  our  clothes.  Something  hovers 

here  between  the  pale  transparent 
sheen  enfolding  them.  Enwrapped 
in  solitary  color,  seeking  honey 
in  the  wind,  something  tense,  unknown, 
unsought,  but  warm  and  seeking  them. 

Their  features  separate  still,  and  bare. 

ALEXANDRA  GRILIKHES 
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WALKER  IN  THE  CITY 


Somewhere  in  the  swart 
impresnable  street,  the  walker 
hurts  himself  with  loneliness 

while  sorrow  like  infinity 
lies  silent,  webbing  stone, 
a  great  cold  honeycomb  of  mystery. 

Hands  pocketed,  they  burn, 
and  somewhere  in  his  memory, 
music  prickles,  riding  on  his  step, 

a  sweet  nothing.  He,  cold, 

wants  and  wants,  chooses  first 

one  sorrow,  then  another.  What  an  enemy, 

the  city.  But  the  slow,  the  o  slow 
rising  untouched  soil  sits  fertile 
in  him,  thunderous  with  blood. 
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ALEXANDRA  GRILIKHES 


A  SUBSTITUTION 


We  are  a  picnic  people  on  the  run 
who  stand  awhile  upon  the  sandy  cliffs 
and  stare  across  the  ocean  far  away, 
watchins  clouds  form  hieroglyphs 
around  the  punctures  of  the  sun. 

At  our  backs  tall  buildings 

poke  their  towers  high  and  stark  above 

the  furious  honks  of  motor  horns 

which  symphonize  the  loves 

of  small  and  frightened  worldlings. 

Across  the  water  lie  the  golden  isles 
where  happy  savages  danced  and  sang 
about  a  careless  sort  of  life 
until  the  apostles  of  steel  fangs 
substituted  cans  for  coconuts  and  smiles. 

RICHARD  H.  PEAKE,  JR. 
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HYACINTHS  ARE  HOLLOW  GIFTS 


Carry  me  lightly,  carry  my  bed 

across  the  threshold 

into  the  garden,  out  to  the  hyacinths 

blooming  red  and  cold 

upon  the  white  stone  lilies  of  the  dead. 


IF  I  must  speaL,  if  I  must  talk 
about  the  world’s  end 
I  will  not,  I  cannot  offer 
hollow  gifts  to  send 
to  bodies  withered  on  their  stalks. 


Offer  up  a  flower,  offer  a  rose 

with  a  thorn  or  two 

for  the  all-knowing  gardener 

who  plants  the  bulbs,  who  wipes  the  dew 

away  with  the  spout  of  his  hose. 


RICHARD  H.  PEAKE,  JR. 


LOVE  AFFAIR 


Starry  as  the  princess  in  her  book, 

Tessa  at  nine  was  a  bother; 

falling  in  love  with  a  prince,  she  shook 

that  blue  blood:  her  father.  ^ 

I 

RAYMOND  ROSELIEP 

MR.  WITHERS  MEETS  AN  OLD  FLAME 

Never  in  the  interim  i 

believing  they  would  meet  again 

someday  of  a  thousand  coming, 

one  day  of  Tomorrow,  knowing 

they  were  born  of  dying  distance 

had  he  dared  to  think:  Today  ! 

I 

What  are  words  but  small  tin  woodmen 
wondering  why  the  world  won’t  stop? 

Never  in  the  interim 
acknowledging  the  real  equation, 
beating  down  the  last  remainder, 
substituting  owls  for  skylarks, 

had  he  quite  prepared  his  armor,  . 

polished  sword,  or  taught  his  squire 
not  to  mention  home  abroad. 

JOHN  DAVENPORT  DIXON 

I 
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THE  AGING  LOVER 

A  shallow  basin  of  the  heart 
Your  love  sathers  shy  wheat— 

Wild  geese  hard  on  wing 
Contribute  moisture  from  their 
northern  flights— 

And  fields  turn  within 

Thin  labor  you  have  worked 

For  shelter  against  the  world’s  heat. 

A  cautious  torrent  in  the  veins 
Your  I  ove  removes  my  years— 

White  kings  in  garbled  dreams 
Sacrifice  again  themselves 
on  eager  queens— 

And  empires  shudder  like  sparrows 

Pricked  by  golden  darts 

From  the  innocent  bow  of  my  fears. 

And  from  the  fevering  dark 
Your  love  I’ll  use  to  mark 
A  small  spot  of  light- 
Wind  from  the  wet  grain 
My  lips  around  shall  blow 
The  spark  into  flame— 

The  syllables  of  your  name 
Within  shall  drive  away  oldness. 
This  pillow  shall  be  my  stone 
When  I  am  eventually  bone. 


RICHARD  DOKEy 


TO  you,  IF  MORNING  COMES 


Let  nothing  happen 
that  cannot  be  imagined. 

Let  all  that  slim-angles 
into  your  dreamway 
stand  unabridged. 

Help  one  drop  of  what  matters 
find  a  way  to  cling 
to  the  feeling  side 
of  a  window-peering  face. 

Then  I  will  know 
that  you  have  learned 
to  draw  a  blue  line  across  snow 
and  can  view  the  world 
through  the  sky-limiting 
holes  of  a  button. 

Now  you  are  ready 
to  drop  more  than  a  thread 
onto  the  carpet  and  walk  away 
without  picking  it  up  -- 
crying  to  the  ancient  burning 
to  come  and  dwell 
in  the  singular  darkness 
that  is  nailed  to  your  house. 


PARM  MAYER 


MOBILE:  Spleen 


So  meaningless 
that  it  has  no  name: 
an  opening  for  morning 
to  slip  through 

the  drain. 

The  leavings  of  the  birds, 
waste,  we  have  fallen  heir  to. 

Come  on.  Monsieur  Agog, 
let  us  be  about  it. 


D.  V.  SMITH 


MOBILE:  Pride,  An  Inhibition 

I  am  wanting  to  say  to  her  now 
I  love  you 

like  one  would  say  thank  you 
for  your  love 

or  the  tangerine; 
But  I  do  not,  go  to  my  room 
and  leave  her  alone 
peeling 
only  my  disturbance. 


D.  V.  SMITH 


IN  MEMORIAM 

For  this  occasion 
I  prefer 

no  flowers,  please, 
but  one  arrangement 
in  the  manner 
of  the  Japanese. 

A  thin  black  bough 
clipped  from 
a  budding  tree, 
significantly  branched 
and  angled 
it  should  be. 

Two  cradling  leaves, 

articulately 

curled. 

Three  flowers, 
one  remaining 
closely  furled. 

Crimson  poppies 
would  be  loveliest, 

I  think, 

or  else  camellias, 
blending  smokey  mauve 
to  Persian  pink. 

Or  something  frail 
and  elegant  and  white, 
hibiscuses  perhaps. 

The  whole  arrangement 
standing  in  a  pool  of  light 
will  say  enough. 
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As  to  music, 

Bach  would  be  my  choice, 
a  fugue  or  two. 

I’d  like  the  stern  precision 
of  his  voice 
imprinting  tonal  credos 
on  the  air, 
continuity  implicit 
in  each  phrase 
eliminating  any  need 
for  prayer 
or  supplication. 

As  for  the  place, 
the  trick,  of  course, 
will  be 

to  find  a  sort  of  chapel, 

but  to  find  one 

free 

of  relics,  hassocks, 
cassocks, 
or  doxology, 
and  yet  not  one 
in  which  the  situation 
is  profitably  reduced 
to  one  lubrication 
and  quick  disposal. 

I’d  like  the  ceiling 
delicately  arched, 
the  windows  clear, 
not  stained 
with  ancient  color. 


I 
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liturgy  and  fear. 

But  open  to 
renewing  day, 
encircling  night, 
to  restless  wind, 
to  quiet  shadow 
and  compelling  light. 

In  short,  in  fact, 
to  structure  this  affair 
I’d  best  be  there. 

HOLLy  KIMBALL 

PIVOT  POINT 

We  were  two  on  the  mountain 
As  the  last  sun  made  cracks 
In  the  broken  pane  of  sky,- 
We  sat  with  folded  hands 
Listening  to  the  senile  cry 
Of  a  crow  fade  and  die. 

Like  the  many  he  rose  and  left; 

But  I,  having  fixed  my  mind 
And  eye  where  the  air  was  thin. 
Would  scale  still  another  clift; 

For  the  crow  laughed  with  the  wind 
As  night  came  bounding  in. 


JOHN  T.  RENICK 


HYMN  TO  DIVERSITY 

Pierce  the  grey  depths 
slivers  of  steel. 

Refractions  are  real  enough 
to  needle  the  mind 
into  conscious  thought. 

Each  crystal  concept 
diversely  shattered  lies 
and  I  diversely  paralized 
think  of  none  and  No  one, 
nothing  but  the  splinters 
in  my  mind. 

Pierce,  pierce  the  grey  depths 
slivers  of  steel. 

The  ends  and  the  edges 
are  all  that  we  feel 
of  this  daily  existence. 

Each  ray  of  light 
pinpricks  an  insight: 
in  the  similar  symmetry 
of  splinter  to  splinter 
I  find  One 

and  the  same  rainbow 
that  every  prism  makes. 


WARREN  SLESINGER 


STRETCH  DRIVE 


Beneath  the  hard  strides  lay  the  hard  cinders 
Cold  down  the  track  beneath  the  hot  breath 
Quick  in  sasps  (and  tender  was  the  lady 
When  in  the  first  turn  there  I  was  fresh). 

Within  the  dry  mouth  phlegm  and  like  a  noose 
Around  your  neck  choking  in  its  pulling-on 
While  the  stones  thud  (not  like  at  the  curve 
Where  high  on  hills  you  heard  the  beating 
of  almost  another  heart). 

In  the  blurred  eyes  salt  and  hot  mix 
Stinging  like  a  thousand  forest  twigs 
Had  snapped  across  them  open  (sweet 
The  vision  when  the  light  was  soft). 

In  the  weeping  body  knotting  muscles  scream 
While  in  the  empty  thighs  they  quit 
And  sigh  (graceful  was  the  stride  around  the  turn 
When  the  start  was  close  and  the  mountain  high). 

Short  and  twisted  quick  through  sharp  sweat 
Breath  and  limbs  flail  gasping  for  the  tape 
Unseen  in  jagged  streaks  through  every  step 
Along  the  thin  stones  (then  it’s  done). 


DABNEY  STUART 


HOME  AT  LAST 


His  songs  all  neatly  packed 
his  sister  saw  to  that. 

After  the  will  was  read 
she  wanted  him  close. 

Now  she  can  make  the  annual  visits. 

It  is  a  ritual  that  sticks  to  our  bones. 

LOUIS  NEWMAN 


IT  IS  NOT  AIR 

In  the  center  is  the  sprite 
Inaudible,  the  wary  goblin 
Comes  to  nudge  me 
In  the  night; 

An  airy  thing,  it  is  not  air 
But  spins  centrifugal 
And  dervish-wise 
In  sacramental  rite 
Not  tangible 
But  there. 

The  eye  cannot  perceive  it 
Nor  can  we  feel  the  breath  of  it 
Nor  breathe  it; 

It  is  more  than  air. 

FANNY  VENTADOUR 
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EGG 


Ard  so  hatches 
The  egs  of  time. 

Thin  and  hairless, 
This  feckless  chick 
Will  peck  a  bit 
And  eat  some  grit. 
And  soon  become 
A  witless  cock. 

The  bird  will  grow 
More  monstrous  than 
The  mythic  roc. 

His  role  will  be 
To  mock  all  things 
That  fly  or  walk; 

To  eat  all  things 
That  crawl  or  swim. 
There  will  be  no 
Escaping  him. 


RALPH  A.  LUCE,  JR. 
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EUROPA 


Most  blest  oF  all  Man,  though  women  ! 

To  soddenly  skulk  through  dank  Field 
And  wood,  seeking  what  no  man 
Might  find  beyond  real ; 

Such  be  our  continual  curse. 

No  counterpart  oF  phallic  symbol 
Can  be  better  or  worse 
Than  tautness  or  tremble 
OF  tepid  flesh;  time’s  exception 
Involves  you,  elected  above  all 
Victim  of  deific  deception 
And  long  fall 

Earthward,  recipient  of  raging  rant 
Below  bull  in  copulation  with  gold  fever 
Of  divinity;  you,  to  pant 
Under  gross  press,  fragile  receiver 
Of  burning  surge 

From  animal  plus  god  (the  twin  complex 

Of  Man)  and  whole  to  emerge 

The  conquered  and  the  conqueror  of  Sex. 

Not  later,  but  that  initial  crush 

With  dart  of  low  pain  and  spreading  fire 

Is  what  lovers  grope  for  in  the  hush 

Before  collapse  mundane  of  desire. 

JOHN  FOSTER  WEST 
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WHO  LIVED  IN  THE  OLD  HOUSE 


Where  they  lived’s  more  lasting 
than  what  they  were.  Even  that’s 
a  heap  of  beams  and  plaster  in  the  rain, 
with  sumac  sprung  where  the  stairs  were 
and  roses  sticking  through  the  window  frame. 

The  skeleton  of  the  house  is  opened 
out  toward  the  sky  like  a  hand 
to  welcome  morning  and  the  storm. 

(Who  knows  their  names?  Who  wore 
the  stone  steps  the  rain  runs  down  ?) 

And  sunken  through  the  Roor  the  bricks 
that  cradled  fire  make  a  viny  heap 
the  snails  inherit.  A  cricket  in  the  sun 
is  chased  by  drift.  The  years  proceed 
deeper  and  deeper  over  those  who’ve  gone. 

The  apple’s  choked  with  suckers  and  grows  thin. 
The  grass  each  fall  falls  down  to  mat  the  new. 
The  grapes  turn  black  and  rot  along  the  ground. 
(Only  as  animals  and  gods  we  guess  them. 

We  cannot  know  them  by  their  separate  names.) 

VIRGINIA  TERRIS 
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THE  HOLY  DREAD 


Descending  into  dimly  lighted  streets 
and  seeing  the  moonlit  madalia 
of  diffused  and  broken  dreams, 
the  mirror  of  minds 
madly  trying  to  seduce 
a  molecular  world, 

hearing  the  monotone  of  manic  crickets 
composing  their  modal  world 
I  knew  too  well, 

feeling  the  weight  of  a  falling  sky 
with  its  shooting  stars 
exploding  in  the  brain, 
revealing  complexity  upon  complexity 
and  then  darting  behind  the  wall  of  pain, 
I  was  blinded  by  the  soul-splitters 
two  figures,  a  he  and  she, 
struggling  behind  the  Shadow 
knotted  in  the  pain  of  divided  love, 
trembling  on  the  fringe 
of  the  All  and  Nothingness. 

FRED  RICHARDS 
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II 


NEEDLE 


your  eyes  have  been 
a  silent  needle 
you  have  used  to  bind 
the  fabric  of  our  pantomimes 
of  lives, 

to  thread  together 
stillnesses 

as  both  have  known. 

and  i  could  hear 

your  love 

if  ears  were  glass, 

and  stilled,  and  clear 

as  one  strange  ocean’s  wave 

that  washes  wild 

between  our  broken  eyes, 

and  pins  me  to 

your  everness 

away  from  lost 

pacific  seas. 


CARL  LARSEN 
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AND  WEEPING  WITH  THE  SEA 


before  the  first  sea-weeded  wind 
that  blows  all  ways  the  same 
rakes  sibilant  disdain 
against  our  trembling,  know  this: 
the  tides  recoil,  go  down 
and  black 

before  the  singing  gift 
of  self  into  my  self, 
for  now,  let  distance  lie 
where  land  goes  white 
and  down, 

for  now,  be  gull-wild 
with  a  word, 
for  there  are  words 
that  I  will  never  ask, 
that  you  will  have  to  say, 
securing  first  your  heart 
and  weeping  with  the  sea, 
unbinding  songs 
as  numerous  from  me 
as  are  the  salt  sea  tears 
which  fill 
and  drop 
our  hands. 

CARL  LARSEN 
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BALLADE 


Languishing  lovely,  with  eye  malign, 
The  lady  lies  and  the  sea  sings 
The  barracuda  in  her  vein. 

The  soft-shelled  sighing  in  her  groin. 
All  a  hunger;  all  design. 

This  is  the  song  the  lady  sang 
With  bitter  lip  and  poisoned  lung 
This  is  the  song  she  sang  alone 
With  eye  malign: 

I  rage  for  love  the  shark  brings. 

The  fury  the  crab  feigns. 

Gamble  all  my  little  coin 
On  sea  surge  and  blood’s  gain. 

Now  I  see  it  all  design. 

With  eye  malign. 


WILLIAM  E.  TAYLOR 


PRELUDE 

(With  the  usual  apologies) 


The  waning  moonlight  filters  down 
To  garbage  cans  in  alleyways. 

One  o’clock, 

Memory  of  stale  regrets 
Clings  to  butts  of  cigarettes 
That  punctuate  the  sordid  street. 
Now  the  dry  insidious  wind 
Blows  toilet  tissues  to  your  feet. 
From  the  rows  of  rusty  cans 
The  pungent  scent  of  beers, 

Of  coffee-grounds  and  salty  chips. 
One  thinks  of  all  the  dingy  hands 
Lifting  cups  to  broken  lips. 

Above  the  line  of  damp  brassieres. 
The  moonlit  combinations. 

High,  high  above  it  all. 

The  rancid  voice  of  Eliot— 

With  a  dying  fall. 


GUy  OWEN 


TWELFTH  NIGHT 


SHE: 

•  I’m  goins  to  Illyria,  the  chamber  of  the  sea, 
Ragged-claw  clown.  Will  you  follow  me? 
We  will  net  a  thousand  moon  shells 

here,  before  they  break  the  beach; 

We  will  pearl  our  walls  with  sand — walls 
that  time  can  never  breach.* 

SIR  TOBY: 

•  Don’t  kid  me  !  By  saints  above 
I’ve  not  the  guts  to  face  the  sea. 

Sack’s  the  sea  I  swim  in,  love,- 
The  mermaids  will  not  sing  to  me.* 


SHARON  SANDERS 
LYNN  WYMAN 
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